BREATHING SPACE
Olivia looked away.
" I'm sorry you find me dazzling. I'd much rather
you liked me, you know."
" I like you better/1 said I, " than anyone I've ever
seen. And—and when the game is over, I hope
you'll let me see you sometimes and stay your friend."
With that, I turned and left her, for I knew that my
voice was unsteady, and the turn which the talk had
taken was one which I could not bear.
This, I think, is easy to understand, for though I
was mad about her and though each time I saw her
I seemed to love her the more, I was upon my honour
to hold my peace. Court Olivia I could, not, because
I had made her my wife.
When I first realized this truth, I do not know:
but I think it stole slowly upon me, and I can only
remember that some time that day I seemed to lift
up my eyes to see before me a very shining prospect
between which and myself there was a great
gulf fixed. , . .
As I went, I heard her call me, but, pretending not
to have heard her, I made my way into the house, for,
as I have said, I could not tread that smooth path
down which, all unsuspecting, she had decided to
stray.
Ten minutes later I met her again in the gallery,
chin in air.
" You heard me call you," she said.
" I know," I said.   " I'm sorry,   I couldn't come."
" I see," she said coldly.    " Well, next time I call,
be good enough to remember	"
" I shall come—if I can," said I.
Olivia stared.   Then she stepped to a sofa and took
her seat on its arm.
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